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Nelson.    I know not, sir; but what you give it of food
Is so much taken from your health of heart
That goes to starve your spirit of likely life.

Darnkv.    Why then I will not feed it with false

thoughts.
Call here my chamber-fellow.    If the heart

Enter TAYLOR.

Be but the servant of chance cold and heat,
And the brain bear not rule upon the blood,
We are beasts who call us men. Thomas, good night.

\Exlt NF.LSOX.
What, shall we watch awhile ?

Taylor.                                 So please your grace.

Darnley.    I have more mind to sleep than power

to sleep ;

Some unrest in me fights against my rest.
Come hither, Will    Of all thy fellows here
I think thou lov'st me; fain am I to think;
I would not live unloved of all men born ;
I hope I shall not.   Dost thou feel to-night
Thy living blood and spirit at ease in thee ?

Taylor.    Surely, my lord.

Darnley.                         I would thy lord did too.

This is a bitter writing where he saith
How in his prayer he mourns, and hath his heart
Disquieted within him ; and again,
The fear of death is fallen upon him, see,
And fearftilness and trembling, as is writ,
Are come upon him, and an horrible dread